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purgatories are not deemed incapable of good impulses, and
even devils, that is to say beings who have sunk into a state
of utmost malignancy, are able to rise in course of time.

To the eye which troubles to look further than the symbols,
all these states are simply corollaries of various sorts of activity.
He in whom Desire has become an overmastering passion, sees
all things in the light of his desire; for him the World is as
Yidags see it. To the being who has given way to hatred, all
the world is spiteful; what is a pleasure to others becomes his
torment, and the whole Universe transforms itself into a hell
Man is a comparatively balanced state, with some surplus
energy left, after satisfying physical needs, for paying atten-
tion to wiser counsels. But men, in this respect, must again be
subdivided; for many are forced to lead lives in which the avail-
able surplus of free attention is reduced to a minimum. Their
lot must be considered unfortunate beside that of their less
enslaved neighbours. Rebirth in the humblest station in Tibet
offers fuller possibilities than life in a factory town of Europe or
America, or even life in the manager's office of a great firm.
In hell, suffering is so intense as to leave little time for serious
thought; only by an exceptional effort can a being rise above the
distractions of that dreadful environment. Gods, as we have
seen, just because of the evenness of their life, are in danger of
being lulled into unawareness, till one day their stock of merit
becomes exhausted and a change for the worse supervenes, an
exact reflection of their mental state at the time, so that they
may slip as low as hell itself.

So turns and turns the Round of Rebirth and Redeath.
Suffering is inseparable from its process, for some of its classes
are wedded to suffering by definition, and the others are ever
dogged by it, as their cherished happiness ages and fades, or as
change and death remove from them the objects of their love;
friends, possessions, one by one, sooner or later. Even in one's
day of health, one knows, beyond question, that deterioration
and disease, if nothing worse, are lying in wait.

All that liveth impaireth fast.

Even the hope permitted to tite damned is only a palliative,
not a cure. If relief is gained for a time, yet the disease will,
of a surety, recur some day. In the Round, real bliss is impos-
sible; to seek it therein is self-deception. Our hope of heaven,